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Patent Cycloid Piano-Fortes, 

Were awarded at the late Fair of the American Institute, 
the 

FIRST-PREMIUM GOLD MEDAL, 

~" FO]a 
NOVELTY, SUPERIORITY AND EXCELLENCE. 

Similar testimonials were* awarded these superb in- 
struments at the State Fairs- of Michigan, Indiana. Kansas, 
and wherever they have been Exhibited in Competition. 
Warerooms No. 2 LE ROY PLACE, BLEECKER ST. , one 
block west of Broadway, Send for our new Gold Medal 
Circular: 
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GRAND, SQUARE AND UPRIGHT 

PIANOS 



These instruments have been for thirty years before 
tho public, in competition with other instruments of 
first-class makers. They have, throughout that long 
period, maintained their reputation among the pro- 
fession and the public as •being unsurpassed in every 
quality found in a first-class Piano. 
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PIANO-FORTE 



IS PRONOUNCED BY THE 

First Musicians of this City and Elsewhere, 

AND BY THE 

LEADING NEWSPAPERS IN THE STATES, 

THE 

BEST PIANO MANUFACTURED, 



jfi®-They are used by the CONSERVATORIES OF 

MUSIC of NEW YORK and BROOKLYN, and all the high 

Musical Schools of tho country, because of their 

Immense Power, Sweetness, Brilliancy and Perfeot 

Equality of Tone, Elasticity of Touch, 

and Great Durability. 

. WAREROOMS, 
429 ZBiFS-OOlMIE: ST., 

NEAR BROAD WA F. 



DECKER BROTHERS 




PATENT PLATE PIANOFORTES, 

No. 91 BLEECKER ST., NEW YORK. 

These Pianofortes are the only instrument made in this 
country or Europe, with the full Iron Frame, in which 

All the Strings rest upon Wooden Bearings, 
and in which none of the Tuning Pins go through the 
Iron Plate. 

The advantages gained by this arrangement are the pro- 
duction of a MORE REFINED TONE, with COMBINED 
SWEETNESS AND GREAT POWER, and MORE PER r 
FECT QUALITY THROUGH THE ENTIRE §CALE, and 
the .capacity of STANDING LONGER IN TUNE, and 
retaining its SUPERIOR QUALITY O^ TONE, than any 
other instrument. 

Purchasers will find the following words cast on th6 
left hand side of our Patent Plate : 

DECKER BROTHERS' PATENT, JUNE, 1863. 
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The Child Singer of the 
Convent St. Lucia. 



It was on the testival of the Ascension of our 
Saviour, in the year 1794, that the bells of the 
beautiful Convent of Saint Lucia, not far from 
Rome, rang for morning prayers. A crowd 
pressed towards the gate. The picturesque at ire 
of the pilgrims, the charming women decked 
with flowers, wearing white veils upou their heads, 
the proud, slender men with orange blossoms 
upon their breast, formed a spectacle very pleas- 
ing to the eye. The glowing -orb of the sun fer- 
vently kissed the brown, richly-colored cheeks, 
and cast his rays upon forms beautiful in their 
strength. 

The windows of the little church were flaming 
with light. Within clouds of incense arose, and 
the faint glimmer of the consecrated torches could 
scarcely penetrate through the mist. A gentle 
twilight prevailed; fte pedestal of Saint Lucia 
was so hidden by beautiful wreaths and flowers 
that the saint looked like the queen of spring 
herself. The believing multitude ft 11 upon their 
knees, as the priest with extended arms gave the 
blessing; then resounded the ^Kyrte Meison " 
from the lofty, concealed choir of the pious nuns. 
How softly flowed the voices down, how glorious, 
how elevating, was this seriipB air pf the maestro 
Palestrina I The phief oiewy steps so majestic- 
ally and clearly through tl|& charming wreath of 
entwined voices, they seek- to cover, to envelop, 
to drown it— but, conquered, humbly withdraw, 
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and at last unite in a soft accompaniment to the 
glorious whole. The quivering souls of the listen- 
ers lejoicingly mount upon mighty pinions to 
heaven, then sink with a pleasing sadness— as 
though held by gentle, invisible chains of flowers 
— to earn t. 

Then arose suddenly in the " Gloria " a soprano 
voice, whose astonishing volume roused the mul- 
titude from their sweet revery, It had a pene- 
trating clearness, almost piercing in its .purity 
and overwhelming in it3 power. It had no affini- 
ty, nor did it mingle with the other voices; soli 
tary, wondrous, lull and high, it swelled through- 
out the church. 

In the "Credj" it was silent, ano!her voice 
took its place; but at the conclusion, in the 
touching " Agnus Dei " and "Dona nobis pacem" 
it pierced anew— liko a shining, highly sharpened 
spear used to victory— through the dense veil or 
incense. No emotion trembled in it; it was a 
voice alike without age or sex— a voice which 
gave the impression thai it had ever been and 
would ever remain unchangeable. 

The peoplo were much moved. • ' Holy Maria, " 
murmured an old woman, "that was not the 
voice of a human being 1" She hastily crossed 
herself, and prayed softly. Her irightened black- 
haired neighbor nodded assent, and repeated the 
words to a man who knelt beside her, who with 
fiery glances strove in vain to penetrate through 
the grating of the choir. . 

The mass was over. The women forsook the 
church in violent emotion; the men shook their 
heads; everyone spoke of the magic sounds; but 
none knew the name of the hidden singer. The 
torches were extinguished; and the exuberant 
Italian spring-day brought forgettulness of 
doubts, terrors, and superstitions. 

On the following day, when the laughing, beam- 
ing Italian morning looked with loving eyes into 
the little church, it was amazed to find already 
assembled there a vast multitude. Every face 
was turned with an expression of strained expec- 
tation towards the choir, lrom which the "nora"- 
sounded. The enigmatical voice again floated 
over them, and the heart of every listener, palpi- 
tated anew with a mixture of joy, anxiety, and 
awe. Suddenly a young woman, trembling with 
emotion, exclaimed 1 " Holy Queen of Heaven, 
I see tbe wonder I Maria assist us, it is a child 
that sings I" Behind the grating the delicate 
form of a little girl about ten years old was seen, 
from whose opened lips proceeded the wondrous 
tones. The child appeared to have sharply cut, 
regular features j but her figure was as yet unde- 
veloped, and a transparent paleness covered her 
youthful cheeks. The excitement of the multitude 
increased hourly after this discovery; daily, 
crowds made pilgrimages early and late to the 
convent in order to hear the singular little singer 
whose voice could be recognized even in the fullest 
choir. Its fame flew throughout the whole neigh- 
borhood, it waudered even to Rome, and the 
visitors thronged ever more and more to listen to 
the masses said in the Convent ot Saint Lucia. 

The troop of believers, who gra'efully accepted 
the supposed miracle without racking their brains, 
was small in comparison to those who wavered 
in reckless conjectures, their heads and hearts 
filled with manifold suppositions and doubts about 
the singer's person. " They say in the convent," 
asserted some, "that the singer is a boarder in 
the cloister I At all events, she is deformed; sho 
\s certainly eighteen or nineteen years old, and 
• perhaps she has the form of a child on account 



of her Infirmities. 2fo child sings thus ! " " No, 
no, " cried others, " they imposed upon you when 
they told you this tale; we well know that it is 
one oi the younger nuns, Sister Barbara that 
sings ; the child merely listens quietly ! " " By no 
means," interrupted several women ; "a miracle 
has taken place; Saint Lucia has sent the pious 
Abbess Theresa an angel from heaven I" " What 
childish stuff are you chattering there ?" ex- 
claimed a strongman, with a wise, determined 
face; " we. are deceived ; the whole affair is a 
shameful, cheat, to entice the silver coins out ot 
our pockets 1" The people thronged around him 
with feverish haste; the speaker continued: "Yes, 
just listen to me, the truth of my words, will be- 
come clear as day to you I Pay attention, I have 
but little to say. The convent is poor, Saint 
Lucia demands a new velvet dress and a golden 
curtain; lor this they need rich contributions, 
and have studied how to attaact the credulous 
multitude. They have a machine constructed in 
Rome, a clock in the shape of a human being— a 
kind of wax doll with a flute clock-work; I tell 
you it is no child and no nun that sings so strange- 
ly and so loudly; it is merely a puppet /" 

The excited muLitude started, shuddered, 
crossed themselves, listened, contested, raved, 
and Anally believed. " Certainly, by the holy 
Saint Giovanni, Matteo is right," thundered out a 
Hercules with wild gestures and clenched list ; 
" this sing-song thing is priestcraft, and nothing 
morel "Who ever heard of a singing child \ with 
such gigantic strength ? Deceive yourselves no 
longer I The miraculous singer is nothing but a 
wooden puppet with a wax lace. . The thing is 
wound up like a watch, and sings all kin Is of 
melodies. I have seen such figures more than 
once at the house of a celebrated professor in 
wome. " « « Yes, it is not strange that we shudder 
when the clear, sharp, flute-like toues strike our 
ear; it is the presentiment of the hellish delusion 
that causes it," added another excited man, with 
flaming looks. "This contemptible deception 
dishonors the church of Saint Lucia; we must 
not sutler it any longer; unveil it, destroy it, and 
all the Saints will assist us in the work, " raved a 
third. 

The heated crowd became wildly -agitated. 
The women described the staring wax face of the 
puppet, her dead glass eyes, and declared that 
they had been unable to understand a syllable of 
the text. Many had distinctly heard a singular 
whizzing noise at the conclusion of the " Gloria." 
"'That was the clock-work which had rundown," 
said they to each other. The men grew more 
violent, the gentlest women became excited by 
the fiery looks of their husbands, lovers, and 
brothers; they had decided to make a visit to the 
convent in a body, and to demand the delivery 
of the flute-clock, the deceptive singing doll. 

Thus, at the approach of evening, the multi- 
tude noisily wended their way towards the quiet 
convent; they loudly knocked at the ivy en- 
circled gate, and fiercely demanded entrance. 
The terrified prioress met the intruders; the nuns 
fled to their cells. 

The venerable countenance of the pious woman, 
her stately flgupe and elevated crucifix, awed the 
multitude; the wild cries ceased. A few wome:i 
fell upon their knees; tho men drew baek, and a 
spokesman respectfully approahced the prioress 
and explained the suppositions, the wishes and 
demands of his companions. 

Astonishment and doubt were depicted upon 
the features of the holy woman, * « My children, " 



she exclaimed,, "is it possible that you accuse 
your Mother Theresa of deception ? Is it possi- 
ble that you can so greatly lower yourselves and 
can grieve me so inexpressibly? Withdraw, re- 
pent of your sins and do penace for them; for 
know that the voice which has led you into this 
deplorable error, the voice which has so deeply, 
moved and touched you, flows from the lips of a 
blessed child of God, from the innocent lips ot 
a little girl, ton years old, from Siaigaglia, who " 
is being educated in the convent." " We wish 
to see the child 1" called out a few rude voices. 
At these words the people again became angry. 
"Yes, yes, v\e wish to see the enchantress, to hear 
her speak, to touch her face . and hands, to feel 
her warm breath I" And ever more threatening 
grew the gestures, the confused cries grew ever 
louder. The exhortations of the Mother died 
away unheard, and the usually so quiet convent- 
yard was filled with harsh tones. 

Then Mother Theresa disappeared; she soon 
returned, and'presen ted tp the crowd a pale, deli- 
cate, trembling little girl. The regular, colorless 
face of the child seemed as though formed of 
yellowish wax; her black hair was parted over 
nor transparent brow, and she anxiously gazed 
with her dark, startled eyes upon the expressive 
countenances before her. * * Angelica, " said the 
prioress, gently, "do not be afraid; be cour- 
ageous, assist you Mother Theresa and these de- 
luded ones; elevate your voice, and greet the 
Queen of Heaven I " ' 

Angelica opened her lips and commenced an 
old simple " Salve Regina," but she sang it with 
such strength, such purity, such exaltation, that 
the noiseless assembly involuntarily bent their 
knees. The deep peace, the spotless innocence, 
that were heard in those tones could have pro- 
ceeded only from one untouched by life's sweet u 
sorrow or bitter joy.- Softly and gloriously fell 
the faint, trembling light ol^ the moon upon the 
heads of all— upon the youtliful brow of the singer 
and upon the serious countenance ot the agitated 
abbess. 

When Angelica concluded, the kneeling men 
and women arose, and rushed towards the child 
with that overflowing, genuine enthusiasm which 
is the heart-moving peculiarity of all Southern 
nations. With sobs, they kissed the little hands 
of the smiling one, as well as the hem of her 
garment, her slightly flushed cheeks, her feet; 
they praised her with tears of rapture; they 
blessed her and a unanimous cry of delight 
pierced the air: 

"Ewiva Angelica CatalaniI " 
Mother Theresa shorty afterwards dismissed 
the wonderful child-singer from the convent; she 
could not forget the disturbance she had occa- 
sioned. She must certainly have bitterly re- 
pented having done so, later, for the little Angelica 
became, in a very short space of time— as the 
whole world knows— the great Catalina. Europe 
lay at her feet. What a collection of splendid 
garments, necklaces, and little, glittering crowns 
would Saint Lucia doubtless have received from 
her visitors had the child remained 1 



A Class in Music.— ">First class in sacred mu- 
sic, stand up. How many kinds of metre are 
there ? " 

"Three sir— long metre, short metre, and meet 
Iter by moonlight alone 1 " 

" Who told you that, you booby? " 

"BillJones, sir." 

"Go to your seat. When school is over we 
will try and establish the key-note of a birch ! " 



